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a humorous vein. A character of this sort, one Robert Wise, with whose
adventures, as I learned them from himself, I could fill a small "book, was
a near neighbor, and a sort of humble companion for a great many years.
He was a Yorkshire man.; had been a sailor; was with Byng in the
Mediterranean; had been a soldier; deserted from the garrison of Gibral-
tar ; travelled through Spain and France and Holland; was taken up
afterward, severely punished, and sent back to the army; was in the
battle of Minden; had a thousand stories of the yellow-haired Prince
Ferdinand; was sent to Ireland, and thence to Boston, with the troops
brought out by General G-age; fought at Bunker Hill; deserted to our
ranks; served with the ^ew-Hampshire troops hi all the succeeding cam-
paigns, and, at the peace, built a little cottage in the corner of our field,
and lived there to an advanced old age. He was my Isaao Walton. He
had a wife,, but no child. He loved me, because I would read the news-
papers to him, containing tlie accounts of battles in the European wars.
He had twice deserted from the English king, and once at least com-
mitted treason as well as desertion; but he had still a British heart.
When I have read to him tlie details of the victories of Howe, and Jervis,
etc., I remember he was excited almost to convulsions, and would relieve his
excitement by a gush of exulting tears. He finally picked up a fatherless
child, took him home, sent Mm to school, and took care of him, only, as
he said, that he might have some one to read the newspaper to him. He
could never read himself. Alas, poor Bobert! I have never so attained
the narrative art as to hold, the attention of others as thou, with thy York-
shire tongue, hast held mine. Thou hast carried me many a mile on thy
back, paddled me over and over, and up and down the stream, and
given whole days in aid of my boyish sports, and asked no meed but
that, at night, I would sit down at thy cottage door, and read to
thee some passage of tbxy country's glory! Thou wast- indeed a true
Briton."'

It was in this happy childhood -that lie "began those habits
of minute observation, of nature, which all who ever knew him
knew to be one of his strongest characteristics, and one of his
greatest pleasures. Tlien, for example, he saw and never forgot
how the salmon and tlie shad, as they came up the Merrimac,
" shook hands, and parted" at the confluence of the two
streams which make -that river, " the shad all going into the
lakes, and the salmon all keeping up the mountain torrent,
which they continued to ascend, as used to be said, until their
back fins-were out of tlie water." * Then, too, he first began to
notice how the river was deepening its channel; a phenomenon
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